474                               LOTH AIR.

* I believe the Duchess thinks that I am In some way 01
other connected with this embarrassment; but I really had
nothing to do with it, though I could not refuse my testi-
mony to the charms of the young lady, and my belief she
would make Bert-ram a happy man.'

' As for that, you know, Granville saw a great deal more
of her, at least at Jerusalem, than you did, and he has said
to Mamma a great deal more than you have done.'

* Yes; but she thinks that had it not been for me, Ber-
tram would never have known the Phoobus family.    She
could not conceal that from me, and it has poisoned her
mind.*

' Oh ! do not use such words.'

* Yes ; but they are true.    And your sister is prejudiced
against me also/

' That I am sure she is not/ said Lady St. Aldegonde
quickly. t Corisande was always your friend.'

* Well, they refused to see me, when we may never meet
again for months, perhaps for years/ said Lothair, ' perhaps
never.'

* What shocking things you are. saying, my dear Lord,
to-day !    Here, Lord Culloden wants you to return thanks
for the bridesmaids.    You must put on a merry face.'

The dreary day at last arrived, and very quickly, when
Lothair was the only person left in town. When there is
nobody you know in London, the million that go about are
only voiceless phantoms. Solitude in a city is a trance.
The motion of the silent beings with whom you have no
speech or sympathy only makes the dreamlike existence
more intense. It is not so in the country: the voices of
nature are abundant, and from the hum of insects to the
fall of the avalanche, something is always talking to you.

Lothair shrank from the streets. He could not endure
fche dreary glare of St. James's and the desert sheen of
Pall Mall. He could mount his horse in the Park, and soon